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one 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first time posting on this website, and | hope you enjoy! 


James Hetfield puffed on his cigar, thinking about how badly his back ached. His last client was more than 
troubling; not only had she given him a terrible pain in his spine and neck, but she had also gypped him out of 
forty-six dollars. The useless baubles she had hanging from her wrists and ears made James think of an old 
woman from Palm Springs. Her name was Gloria-something, and her husband recently died of a heart attack 
The woman was barely fifty, materialized by botox injections, and had a liking towards mirror sex. Vain old 
bitch going through a major case of menopause. Things were also a bit unenjoyable for the simple fact that 
she kept calling James her late husband's name. 


James' boss and partner in crime, Lars Ulrich, was a bit displeased by the lack of money he had brought in 
from the assignment. But the Dane felt no need to complain, since one of his other boys named Jason brought 
in a lump sum of cash from his week-long escort gig; he travelled with a middle-aged divorced lawyer all the 
way to Guatemala. James never got the good work like Jason Newsted did. 


Newsted, more like Newkid. 


Ever since Lars first hired Jason, he had been the apple of the Danish native's eye, getting sent on holidays 
with the high-paying clients to see what kind of magic he supposedly worked. And according to the women, 
Jason worked absolute wonders. This revelation made James a bit self-concious: being in the business for over 
twelve years, and he thought he would still be able to make the ladies drop their panties just as easily as he 
had been able to years prior. James used to be the one getting all the calls, making the most bank out of any 
of them. Back when Dave Mustaine did business with them, he and James would have competitions to see who 


would bring home the most cash after a night of intimacy with these waiting women. And James always won. 


James flipped through an old issue of Kerrang! magazine out of complete and utter boring. Jason had arrived 
home from his Guatemalan vacation and was unpacking, while Lars was in his personal den doing God knows 
what. The man raked a hand through his dyed chestnut brown hair, magazine balancing on his knee and that 
fat cigar stuck between his lips. Black smoke exerted his nostrils and mouth, rolling into unnecessary clouds 


across the sun room. 


A familiar small figure appeared in the doorway, arms folded across the front of his unbuttoned dress shirt 
and his weight shifted onto his left foot. James shot his head up, gazing at the man so bitterly a person could 
slice the atmosphere with a butter knife. Jason Newsted gave his co-worker a pleasant smile opposed to 
James’ look of uninterest. The man was flighty, fidgeting and obviously perspiring beneath James’ cold stare. He 
enjoyed making the little prick uncomfortable; it was what he deserved for being so cocky about his steady 


increase in customers. 


"What is it, kid?" James barked, plucking the large cigar from his teeth. 


Jason flinched slightly. He quickly gathered himself before speaking. "Mister Ulrich wants to talk to you, James.” 


The magazine was slapped shut and thrown onto the coffee table. The tall man flicked some ash off the end of 
the cigar. Observing Jason, James could see why the women liked him. He was very boyish with his raspy voice 
and shy, admirable grin James, on the other hand, was not. He was very much a rugged old man, with a full 
mustache and goatee, his hair up top cut short and slightly spiked. Jason was soft, James was entirely rough. 
No tenderness whatsoever when it came to having James Hetfield as your man for the night. And his usual 


clients knew how he was between the sheets, therefore they never asked for anything different. 


James took a drag off his cigar, then snapped, "You know, you don't have to keep fucking calling him ‘Mister 
Ulrich’, you goddamn suck-up. Just call him ‘Lars'." 


Jason cowered like a wounded dog. "I've always.. called him that." 


James corrected, "Well, Jase. We're supposed to be like a family in this place. We only address him by ‘Mister’ 
when talking to a client. Otherwise, he's ‘Lars'." 


Jason simply gave off a nod to the man with seniority. "Yeah, sorry. But, anyways, James.. Lars needs you in 


the den. Something about a new assignment." 
James bobbed his head at the newbie, rising to his feet, stretching out his long legs. Gnawing on the brown 


bud hanging from his lips, James then pulled the cigar out and blew a small but pungent stream of thick smoke 
near Jason's face. The new guy choked and sputtered on the pollutant. 


James grinned fiendishly, pleased by his irrational action. He patted Jason on the shoulder as he strolled out of 


the room. "Thanks, kid." 


Jason cursed under his breath as he watched James climb up the steps to Lars’ cave. 


two 


Author's Notes: 
Second chapter, here we go! xoxox 


"Get your focking ass in here, Het. Pronto." 


The Californian silently slipped through the door, closing it behind him as he entered his boss’ study. It was a 
bit odd calling his best friend since senior year his "boss", but Lars was in charge. His way or the highway. 
Something about being authoritative seemed to please Lars; if that was all he needed to get off on, James just 


let him have his way. Kept his mouth shut. 


The mousy Danish man glowered across the large desk at his most prized escort, but without warning, his 
frown surprisingly curved into a slightly devilish grin. As if he had something planned. Something sinister that 
James would regret. James had a gut feeling he would not enjoy what he was about to hear. The tall man took 
another long drag from his cigar before making his way to the seat across from Lars. Plopping down into the 
leather arm chair, James stretched across the desk to stamped out his cigar into the glass ashtray by Lars’ 
arm. Leaving the smoldering head in the tray, James leaned back in the chair, crossing one leg over the other 


with his arms folded. 


"Listening," James responded, his voice monotonal like a bored child This was the routine for the past twelve 
years, doing whatever Lars told him no matter if he liked it or not. James did not have a say in any matters 
when it came to Niche Escorts. Assignments were given to him based on the subject of the call and the 
woman's desires for the evening. James was typically the one who took over the stereotypical "hourly rate 
meetings at a motel" for desperate wives in their midlife crisis moments while their husbands were away. Had 
been since he was twenty-two years old. According to Lars, that was simply James' strong suit: showing 
women a good time and comforting them when they felt the most alone. James did not enjoy it, though. 


The Danish man propped his elbows on his desk, chin in his hands. That vile smirk on his lips meant business. 
James chewed the inside of his cheek in anticipation Lars' green eyes popped against the Kohl eyeliner he had 
smeared across his eyelids. It added a strange amount of depth to his distressing nature. 


Lars finally gushed, "Pack a bag, buddy. You've won a trip to San Diego." 
The American cocked an eyebrow in a questionable manner. Was this going to be some sort of vacationing gig 


like Jason always obtained? Or was it going to be some kinky trip to a bond age expo, something that Lars 
always gave to the fearless Kirk Hammett? James stroked his goatee, pondering on the idea of whether or not 


to ask about the plan. James succumbed to his inquiry, "Why am | going all the way to San Diego?" 


Lars tugged on one of the earrings protruding from his right earlobe. "Because, dumbass. A new assignment | 


think you'd be splendid for." 


"Gee whiz, can't wait to hear what it is this time." James rolled his cornflower blue eyes in irritation. Better 


not be some old bitch that smells like white musk and bar soap again, he thought to himself. 
Lars shook his head in denial. "No, no, nothing terrible. At all. You might actually get a kick out of it" 


James leaned a bit closer to his boss. He somewhat trusted Lars' statement, even though he was sure he 


would feel self-reproach for later on. "Go on" 


"| just got a call last night around eleven from some chick in San Diego. Get this-- she's a photographer. Like 
a fancy, focking ritzy girl who's got some gallery viewing this weekend. She calls Niche, she says she needs a 
date. Yeah, James. The chick said she needs a focking date." James chuckled a little at the use of the word 
"date". A woman did not call an escort service asking for a flat-out date; she calls asking for something along 
the lines of “a little fun’. "Date" was just so.. innocent. It had the American slightly intrigued. "So | told her, 
‘What were you looking for, Miss?" and the girl responds in the quietest focking voice imaginable, like she was 


embarrassed, 'l-l'd like an escort for Saturday evening.” 
Lars could barely contain his laughter at the girl's expense. The Dane was now giggling uncontrollably, 
occasionally wiping tears that welled in his emerald green eyes. 


"So you picked me for the job?" James asked, deadpan. Lars' laughter abruptly was brought to a halt. He looked 


at James as if he were the stupidest person alive. 
"Of course | picked you, you stupid fock. You're good at just simply sweeping the ladies off their feet.” 
"Thought Jason was." 


Lars scoffed, "Oh shut up, cry baby. Anyways, this chick sounded a lot different from the other calls I've 


received on your behalf." 


Before James could ask her age, Lars beat him to the punchline. "She's twenty-nine, don't freak out. Not some 
old bag with a dusty-ass vagina 


James curled his lip in disgust before letting out a loud belly-laugh, tossing his head back for emphasis. "That's 
fucking gross." 


"You know its truel I'm surprised you haven't complained about it yet. You like the old cougars, don'tcha?" Lars 
joked, preceded by a sly wink. James flipped him the bird for the crude jest, though he could feel his ears 


growing red at the revelation He tugged at the wolf pendant coiled around his neck. 


"Trust me, it's not the most pleasurable thing in the world. | can barely get hard half the time." 


Lars sat quiet for a bit, taking in what James just admitted to him. The Dane shook his head and ran a hand 
through his greasy hair. "Hey, but | mean, it makes us bank, right?" 


"Makes you bank. All | get out of it is limp dick and a box of Fuente cigars." 


"But you love ‘em, though, right?" Lars asked with a cheeky grin. James rolled his eyes once more. Changing 
the subject, he kicked his feet up on Lars’ oak wood desk. He had to discuss the situation in more detail. This 
was the first time James was going to be a rent-boy for a relatively young woman Obvious amusement and 


bewilderment was beginning to stir in his abdomen. 


"So when do | leave for San Diego?" James questioned, seriousness and the rough sandpaper tone from years 


of cigar-puffing coating his deep voice. Lars clapped his hands together in his lap. 


"For one, get your focking feet off my desk. You were not raised in a barn, Hetfield" --James did as he was 
told like an obedient child-- "Secondly, you can leave tomorrow afternoon or so. I've already called for a car to 
come and pick you up around four-thirty or so. You'll arrive around six-thirty, depending on traffic. You have 
to be at this woman's apartment by seven. I've already given Bob the address so he'll just drive you there 


with no problem. He'll be your chauffeur for the evening." 


"Sounds like I'm being pampered more than she will be." James said snidely, looking to the side at his comrade. 


The smaller man shrugged his gaunt shoulders. "Thought we'd try out something new. You've gotta dress nice, 
its a big charity thing. Champagne and caviar shit.. If you do extra good on this call, | might get you in for 


some of Jason's positions | have lined up. Sourd like a plan?" 


The artificial brunette was beaming. He nodded in comprehension. Never had James ever been so pleased by an 
engagement before. The only thing that he was not chuffed over was the fact that he would be going to some 
rich-bitch type of party. Cheap people feigning personalities. Yet expensive champagne sounded heavenly 


nonetheless. 


"Good, now get out and go pack. You're in for a fun night, Het" The Danish native spun in his swiveled office 
chair, his back to the stunned James. Lars began shuffling papers and waved one hand in an attempt to shoo 
James out like a fly. 


The bearded man gushed, "Last question, though. What's her name?" 


"Veronica Meddows. And may | say... | know you'll like hearing the way she'll scream your name. Her voice is to 
die for. Honey and strychnine mixed together to make a concoction that makes every man pitch a tent in 


seconds flat. Have fun" 


